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PREFACE 

Should readers find in this little book any- 
thing worth remembering their gratitude 
will be due to the author's adored Sun- Rise 
Yamato-Land and its Far Eastern people, for 
this is but a faint reflex in a foreign tongue 
of sentiments inherited from his forefathers. 
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PAGEANT OF THE SEASONS 



SPRING RAPTURE 



Oh, glorious spring : 

Each living thing 

Breathes beauty past compare. 

Flowers fly, and butterflies, 

Like flowers, scent the air. 

But which is flower or butterfly 

I vow, I can't declare. 



Reprinted from " The Daily Express" by kind permission of the Editor. 
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When Spring scatters bloom on each tree in 

the garden 
How, how can I choose the one flower for 

my vase ! 



Reprinted from *' Colour Magazine" by kind permission of the Editor. 
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NIGHTINGALE 



(A girl speaks :— ) 

I fain would draw my "shohji" 
To see the nightingale : 
But fearing to alarm her, 
I crouch behind the screen, 
Flooded in the ecstasy 
Of that o'erflowing passion. 



PLUM-BLOOMS AT TSUKIGASE 



For two score miles along the banks 

Of winding Tsukigase, 

The plum-tree petals' snowy white 

Out- glows the lovely vale. 

The famous Chinese Orchard with 

Three hundred trees at Seiko 

Is but a faint reminder 

Of this ocean of rich bloom ! 

Days after my departure thence 

My flowing sleeves are bathed still 

In its delicious odour. 



TO THE WEEPING WILLOW-TREE 



O darling Willow ! 
Thy modesty bowing 
Before the Wind 
Surpasses praise. 
Yet surely at times 
Thou must be annoyed 
By the tiresome gale. 



Reprinted from " Colour Magazine " by kind permission of the Editor* 
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Are these flowers a mist ? 
Or is this a mist of flowers ? 
Of what an unimagined blend 
Is this Spring morning made. 



Reproduced from " The Daily Express" by kind permission of the Editor. 
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SPRING IN JAPAN 



Could we but show now 

To many a stranger 

On alien, dim shores 

The glorious Dawn 

Of Yoshino's Spring, 

With the scented mist 

Of our radiant Cherry, 

Surely, they all would soon be softened 

With souls transfused to a Japanese 

semblance, 
Full of craving, devoted passion 
For our dear Islands. . . . 
Our ancient Sun-rise Yamato Land. 



Reproduced from " The Daily Express " by kind permission of the Editor. 
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CAPRICIOUS BUTTERFLY 



Daintily gambolling Butterfly, 

Nodding at Bud and flirting with Blossom, 

A Flower midst the flowers of my garden 

you go. 
But none of these joy-flattered Flow'rets can 

know 
If you'll perch on her Bosom 
Or leave her to sigh. 



Reproduced from " The Daily Express" by kind permission of the Editor. 
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THE FOUR SEASONS 



In Spring the waters fill 
The pools and dykes all round ; 
And Summer hangs her clouds 
Upon the strangest peaks. 
The moon in Autumn sheds 
Her brightest beams abroad, 
While Winter shows one green— 
The lone, unfading Pine. 
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THE TEMPLE BELL 



Oh, how calmly chants 
The ancient Bell of our Uyeno Temple : 
What are these, noiselessly borne hither 
By the echoes, sweet and soothing ? 

Ding dong ding 

Is it a cherry petal or a butterfly, 

Or the voiceful spirit of Japan's own flower ? 



Reprinted from "Colour Magazine " by kind permission of the Editor. 
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CHANCE TOO FLIES AWAY 



Sweet short Youth returns no more. 
Therefore, Maidens, grasp the moment 
While you still have Youth in store 
Revel to your heart's content. 
Chance, like Youth, too flies away, 
Therefore, kiss me while you may. 
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What is it I see in this dim-lit Spring 

evening ? 
A flight of warm snowflakes o'erfilling my 

garden ? 
Tis our Cherry-Blooms stealing away 

from their Mothers 
To flirt and to dance with the mischievous 
Winds. 
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THE PAIN OF AN OVERFULNESS 
OF JOY 



Oh, that in this world there were 
No exquisite Blooms to tempt us ? 
Then, surely, our minds would feel 
A joy more serene and tranquil 
In this all-glorious Spring ! 



Reprinted from " Poetry Review " by kind permission of the Editor. 
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NARA 

(The Home of the ancient "uta" poetry of Japan) 

Still and lovely, blissful Nara, 

Fount of ancient melody, 

Thou art sheltered from th' invasion 

Of this clanging, this incongruous, 

Toilsome tumult of Our Day 

By thy Guardian Hill, Mikasa. 

Shelter, too, in thy deep woods, 
Thy pagodas of Kasuga, 
Him who longs once more to steep 
His worn soul and numbed nerves 
In serene and aweing air. 

Here he opens wide his heart's doors 
To the lilt of world-old songs, 
Played upon thy Pines and Cedars, 
Mingled with the distant cry 
Of the sacred stags that wander 
Through this inmost Haunt of Peace, 
Where divine Kasuga grants us 
Utter Freedom, perfect Rest 
Amidst Beauty uninvaded. 



17 



SWEET CONTENT 



Nor bright nor dark this clouded Moon, 
Nor warm nor cold this soft-blown Breeze. 
Here lying quiet all alone 
My peaceful heart can find no words 
To tell the sweet Content that fills it. 
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OH FLEETING WORLD 



Can this be the blossom 

Whose loveliness daunted me 

Three days ago ? 

Ah ! hapless fate 

Of this fleeting world. 
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"FUJI-NO-HANA"— THE WISTARIA 

As we mourn the early faded 
Cherry-bloom and sweet Peach-blossom, 
Comes Wistaria, slender lady, 
Softly smiling, white and purple, 
To console us for our loss. 

Exquisite in grace, yet modest, 

What a lesson can she teach us ! 

Like a lovely lady, lovelier, 

In delicious clinging languor, 

As she leans on a strong arm, 

So Wistaria, when she clings 

To a bamboo-stem or pine-tree, 

Or trails gracefully along 

The half- moon Kameido Bridge, 

Mirroring her sweet reflection 

In the waters of Tokyo, 

Where she fills admiring lovers 

Full of rapture with her beauty 

And e'en draws the shimmering carps there, 

Gold and silver, dappled, scarlet, 

To do homage to her grace. 
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TO THE LOTUS FLOWER 



Though buried deep 
In the Slime of the Pool, 
Unstained and untouched 
You come forth to the World 
Glorious in beauty, 
Pure and serene : 

Yet in your Innocence 
Oft you deceive us 
Transforming the dew 
On your life-giving leaves 
Into sparkling gems ! 



Reproduced from " Colour Magazine" by kind permission of the Editor. 



AZALEA 



Far below the ancient Temple 

On the bold Arisiyama 

In my distant, loved Japan, 

Prodigal in lovely blossoms 

Of the world-famed Cherry-trees, 

And along the winding banks 

Of the roaring Hozu Rapids, 

Clings the soft Azalea, 

Creeping ever, ever nearer 

To her love — the Nightingale — 

Unrestrained in crimson tears 

That glow flaming o'er the torrent 

Thundering through the rocky gorge. 
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TO THE CONVOLVULUS 



Ah, dear little Morning Glory ! 
You clambered to entwine 
My water-bucket with blossom 
How can I bear to tear you 
From my well ; 
I would rather go next door 
To beg for water. 



Reprinted from ' ' The Pall Mall Gazette " of January 2,1915, 
by kind permission of the Editor. 
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WAYWARD LONGING 



Were my wayward fancy master 
I would give the cherry-blossom 
The dear fragrance of the plum-bloom, 
And then hang its lovely petals 
On the graceful weeping willow. 



Reproduced from " Colour Magazine" by kind permission of the Editor, 
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TO THE TULIP 



Dear flow'r, at a cold glance 

You shrink to a bud again, 

Tenderly smiled-on, you open your chalice, 

Joyously welcoming Love to your heart. 

Ah ! too tender Tulip 

That shivers from coldness 

And fades maiden-hearted, 

Or dies from too passionate Love 

That still scatters your petals abroad. 



FADED BEAUTY 



Lovely lilies, loved so well, 

Once our pride, but now decayed, 

We avert ungrateful eyes 

From your death-bed in the shade, 

Where our gardener throws the mould 

On the wasted and the old. 
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ALONE IN MY GARDEN 



In my narrow quiet garden 
Dew or hoar-frost decks the grasses ; 
And the Pine and Maple vie there 
With deep green and loyal crimson. 
Sleepy-headed, my bed beckons, 
But this tranquil beauty binds me 
While the Moon to charm me more 
Laughs and dances on my " sake." 
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TRANQUILLITY 



The moonbeams draw me 
To my window : 
Can it be frost 
Upon the ground ? 

Lifting my head, I gaze 
On the moon ; 
And bending low 
Think on my Fatherland. 
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THE LONELY PINE 



Long after all the tender flowers have faded, 
And after the last sweet change of the crimson 

maple, 
Coquetting with the declining Autumn sun, 
The chaste and constant Pine, 
Neglected through the gay luxuriant months, 
Suddenly in the short, drear Winter day 
Wins us, like a virtuous wife, 
To admiration of her lonely beauty, 
Solitary, simple, unsurpassed. 



Reprinted from " Poetry Review " by kind permission of the Editor. 
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Here, seated aloft in my tower, 

I gaze with delight on the snow — 

Too idle to dream e'en of verse : 

Yet leaning here, quiet and lone 

A swift, sudden flash lights my mind — 

No wonder we age with such ease — 

Behold ! e'en the green Hills grow grey. 
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LOVE AND LOVERS 



33 



While our eyes are busy speaking 
What is't thrills our lips with longing? 



Reprinted from " Colour Magazine " by kind permission of the Editor. 
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TSUKI-ROH-NI-MITSU 



To have missed you 
Even for a day 
Appears to me 
Like a thousand years. 

If you leave me 
The cold spring seems to sob ; 
If you come to me 
Moonbeams fill my room. 
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A LIFELESS LIFE 



If the flame of our Love 
Once ceased to burn, 
Ah, how hideously cold 
This world would be. 



Reprinted from " Colour Magazine " by kind permission of the Editor. 
38 



SWEET CONFESSION 



With her soft cheek touching 
His sleeping face, 
She awakes him and blushing, 
Cries, " I'm ashamed ! " 
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THY PRESENCE 



Ah, 'tis thy presence here that fills 

My brimming heart with scores of thoughts 

Yet when I'm sitting by thy side, 

All thought of other things is gone. 



Reproduced from " Colour Magazine " by kind permission of the Editor. 
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TO ENA-KO 



Neither physician nor healing well 
Could lightly cure my deep lovesickness 

Only to bask in the glowing eyes. 

Only a kiss from the laughing lips 
Of the gay and lovely Ena-Ko. 
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TO A PRINCESS OF SONG 



That thrilling throat of thine 

Fills full of envious love 

Thy only rival, the sweet nightingale 

The while thy beauty 

Causes the Spring flowers 

To blush in jealous rage. 
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THE CRUEL BARRIER 



Oh, cruel mist that chills us more 
In this chill severing dawn ! 
You hide him from my longing eyes 
Ere yet he's crossed the lawn. 
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TO THE CRICKET 



Ah dear little playful cricket 

How oft do you wish to deceive me ? 

— Me, who impatiently wait 

For the speedy return of my love. 

Can you not see how I rise 

To meet him with delight 

The moment you cease your singing, 

For fear lest someone approach 

And heedlessly trample upon you ? 
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ON SEEING A GEISHA DANCE AT 
THE AUTOMOBILE CLUB, LONDON 



Somewhat Western, darling Geisha, 
Though you be, in robe and manner, 
Though you move to alien music, 
Yet how sweetly you remind me 
Of the lovelier, simpler Geisha 
Whom I knew in Old Japan. 
Sing " Suzume, O Suzume," 
And the ancient grace will charm me, 
Dignity with fascination — 
Statelier far than boisterous Tango. 



Reprinted from " Colour Magazine" by kind permission of the Editor. 
45 



A JEALOUS BRIDE 



My bride at dawn a rosebud plucked 
That breathed the morning air, 
Then looking in her glass, she placed 
That rival in her hair, 
And asked me, pouting saucily, 
"Which is the lovelier, say? " 
But, piqued, I answered jestingly, 
" Of course, the Flower of May ! " 
My lovely bride in anger cried, 
And crushed the flower's charms 
" Hereafter take, instead of me, 
Such rosebuds in your arms." 



LOVE'S LIBRARIAN 



My narrow mind 

Has scarcely room 

To hold the shelves 

On which I hoard 

The records of our loving prattle- 

The library of our sweet folly. 



Reprinted from " Colour Magazine " by kind permission of the Editor. 
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Oh, how joyous, open-hearted, 
Close and home -like is our love ; 
Sweetly secret all its ways. 
Secret, too, I wish to keep it. 
Yet a longing almost bursts me 
To boast of it to the world. 



Reprinted from " Colour Magazine " by kind permission of the Editor. 
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A JEALOUS JAPANESE WIFE 



Darling, tell me — 

I am not jealous — 

But I only wish to know — 

If you really walked 

Alone through the rain 

With your umbrella, 

How it is that your left sleeve 

Is quite wet 

The while your right one 

Is dry as Summer weather ? 
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LOVE'S ALMA MATER 
(Written after a reception in London) 



In my longing for love-lore 

Have I sought full many a College, 

But ne'er found my Alma Mater 

Ere I glimpsed your blush-rose bosom. 

'Would you only let me dive 

Deep within its warm recesses 

Oh, what magic could I learn 

To infuse in thousand thrilling 

Letters full of burning passion. 



Reprinted from " Colour Magazine " by kind permission of the Editor. 
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USELESS VOWS 



Though his long absence angers me, 
And all my will resists his pleading, 
No sooner his gay smile I see 
Than — all my former vows unheeding — 
His longing look my sore heart warms 
And soon I'm locked within his arms. 
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THE REPRIMANDED MAIDEN 



While I listen, deeply bowed, 
To my mother's warning words 
And my father's stern bidding 
Ne'er to thirik on him again — 
'Tis the absence of my lover 
That pierces me like swords, 
And I feel that all the warnings 
Of this world are in vain. 
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Although there's a malady makes one forget 
The cure of my malady were to forget her. 
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TO A SLEEPING SISTER 



Sweet little sister in innocent sleep 

How I envy your freedom from harassing 

Love. 
Here I lie sleepless, tormented by Jealousy, 
And envy of your happy smile in your dreams. 
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TWO LOVERS 



Silent, with clasping hands, 
Bidding " Good-bye," 
Homewards they loitered, 
Now backwards now forwards, 
Drawn by love-longing, 
Tortured by parting, 
They gazed on each other, 
With love overflowing 
And tears in their eyes. 



Reprinted from " Colour Magazine " by kind permission of the Editor. 
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VAIN RESOLVE 



When studying 
Not to think of him, 
Whom all my thoughts adore, 
The very effort to forget 
Makes me think of him 
All the more. 
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THE COLOUR I LOVE THE BEST 



Oh love, how I hate you, — 
You who have tempted me 
To lay down joyfully 
My life for you. 
How I abhor to see 
Your liquid speaking eyes, 
Apples of Love, 
Tinged with delicious blue- 
Tint of enchantment ! 
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ON BEAUTY 



In Nippon they tell 
That an angel in Heaven, 
Great Kume-no-Sennin, 
Peeping down at a banquet 
On Earth, was so struck 
By a form, fair and lovely, 
That he fell from his Paradise 
Headlong to Earth. 

Oh, wondrous yet true 

That Beauty can melt 

E'en the strongest of Souls ! 

That a beautiful form 

Has been coveted ever 

By all kinds of men 

Since first our strange world began. 

Yet Kum^-no-Sennin 
Had Heaven to guard him 
And the bulwarks that run 
On the verges of Space, 
While I look in the eyes of 
My loved one quite near me, 
Though she holds me at distance 
And daunts adoration. 
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Oh, would that I were 

The soft silk that enfolds her, 

Or the bright happy mirror 

That smiles at her face ! 

Oh, would I could sit by her side 

For long ages 

In a friendship unbroken 

And sweet as her eyes ! 

No rival would dim her, 

No bright Morning Glory 

Out-dazzle this darling of darlings for 

me, 
As we thankfully worshipped the sunsets 

that gilded 
Our long happy days and 
Would still gild our Tomb ! 



Reprinted from " Colour Magazine " by kind permission of the Editor. 
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Rather all harshness from my love 
Than loving tenderness from another. 



Reprinted from " Colour Magazine " by kind permission of the Editor. 
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LOVE AND JEALOUSY 



Can you fancy how I love you ? 
Oh, mock me not, my love ! 
For I love you so consumingly 
That my loving turns to hate 
Of him who dares to love you, 
And perhaps still more of him 
Who presumptuously refrains. 



Reproduced from " Colour Magazine " by kind permission of the Editor. 
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LOVE AND DEATH 



Dear love, weep not for flowers that fade ; 
Another Spring will see them bloom ; 
Weep rather for ourselves and Love, — 
For Joy imprisoned in the Tomb. 



Through sudden surprise at the sight of each 

other 
The two lovers smile quite as if they were 

strangers. 
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I love and wish I could forget 
But for a fleeting moment. 
By day she haunts my visions, 
And by night my dreams. 
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BEAUTIFUL MELANCHOLY 



Holding the letter 

In white dimpled hands .... 

Tears falling slowly 

From large loving eyes, 

She pensively gazes upon the sad moon,. 

Harried by eager chasing clouds 

Jealously hiding her lovely veils 

Of ebon and silv'ry white. 
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THE SUCCESSFUL TO THE UNSUC- 
CESSFUL LOVER 



You, sighing, say " Impossible to win her, 

hopeless e'en to woo .... 
The worldly gulf too widely yawns between 

us two ! " 
Yet in the realm of Love, the pure and fair, 
All colours, races, ranks and ages there 
Play with like fervour, and all stand an equal 

chance 
To see the young God crown the bloom of 

their romance : 
For Beauty is capricious and kindly as the 

Moon, 
And often grants the humblest her very 

tenderest boon .... 
Withdraws her tranquil beaming face that 

dims the galaxy, 
Far from the brilliant city and bends it down 

on me, 
Hid in the desolate hamlet, lashed by the 

roaring sea. 
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PATRIOTIC 
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THE PATRIOT 



Had I a child 
'Twould be a gem ; 
Had I a wife 
She'd be a flower. 

I love my land 

My only love : 
At forty years 
I have no home. 



Reprinted from " Colour Magazine " by kind permission of the Editor. 
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TO MY BELOVED NIPPON 



Though storms may rage and rend, 

And winds my house assail 

Think not my love shall ever end, 
Or heart's devotion fail. 
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Oh, how can I grudge my life 

If its loss will only serve 

My Mikado and ancient Japan. 



Reproduced from " Colour Magazine " by kind permission of the Editor. 
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GENERAL NOGI AFTER PORT 
ARTHUR 



I marched with a hundred thousand 

To chastise the arrogant foe : 

In the fierce Fortress sieges 

And terrific Manchuriah battles 

The corpses clogged the rivers. 

To-day I return in triumph : 

But, alas ! how many of all the men 

Who followed me there still live ? 

Ah, how can I dare to view 

The parents, brothers and sisters 

Of all those fallen heroes 

Who lie buried around Port Arthur ! 
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THE MEIJI EMPEROR AFTER THE 
RUSSIAN WAR 

Apart from these boys' festivities we celebrate on the same 
day the great anniversary at the famous Yasukuni-Jinsha Shrine, 
in Tokyo, where all the spirits of our soldiers and sailors are deified 
and worshipped. For, as the reader may easily recall, we Japanese 
are great worshippers of our ancestors, to whom we really owe our 
present existence and who are embodied in and represented by our 
illustrious Mikado. 

Even our late great Mikado, the Meiji Emperor, had often been 
seen, soon after the Russo-Japanese War, in 1905, making obeisance 
due to the departed shades of our heroes. After one such visit the 
Mikado wrote the following : 



Alas ! poor parents, wives and children. 
You have eagerly awaited the welcome return 
Of your beloved ones from the War. 
Now you come to worship at this sacred 

Temple 
With hot and crimson tears 
As your sole offering to the dead. 



Reproduced from " The Times" by kind permission of the Manager. 
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KOREA 



O Land of Ghosts, 
Robed in white 



Idly drifting hither and thither. 
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THE 203-METRE HILL 
(Port Arthur) 



Oft have I heard 

Of the 203-Metre Hill, 

Where there lie buried 

The whitening bones of 18,000 men 

As I climb the height 

An endless emotion fills my breast. 

But, whether we fight or we fly, 

Nature forgets 

Weaving her white clouds 
Round the lofty summit. 



Reproduced from " The Pall Mall Gazette" of July 27th, 1914, 
by kind permission of the Manager. 
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SIBERIA 



Through the cold morning gale, 
As I driveo'er the thick-frozen ice, 
I hear the challenging neigh of a horse 
Gallantly hauling a lonely sleigh. 
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FROM A JAPANESE MAIDEN WITH 

A GIFT OF FLOWERS TO HER 

SWEETHEART IN TIME OF WAR 



I envy the loved Cherry Blossoms I gave thee, 
For now they enjoy the sweet air I would 

breathe. 
The warmth of thy presence scatters their 

petals, — 
But they, in their falling, will gallantly teach 

thee 
To die like a warrior, cheerfully laying 
Thy life and thy fortunes upon the red altar 
Of battle as incense for Ancient Japan. 



Reprinted from "Khaki" War Magazine. 
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A HEROIC JAPANESE WIFE 



On to the front, 

O husband dear, 

To fight for our beloved land. 

No cry from me shall wring your heart, 

No tears of mine shall stay you : 

Look, how our darling son now sings 

A warlike song to inspire you 

And marches on to cheer you. 
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AT HOME IN TIME OF WAR 



Spare though our board may be 
I would not change with the Daimio 
As we talk of our dear son and heir, 
Now in perilous fight with the foe, 
And drink of the "sake" that's poured 
By his brave little wife at our side. 
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THE SOLDIER'S WIFE 



I have clasped him in my dream, 
And arise with happy smile .... 
But my arms, alas, are empty 
And my eyes are brimmed with tears.. 



Reprinted from " The Daily Express " by kind permission of the Editor. 
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RECONNOITRING 



Oh, my dear gallant steed. 

Neigh no loud challenge : 

We are here to-night 

To watch the foe .... 

Not to meet my love in the twilight. 



Reproduced from " Colour Magazine " by kind permission of the Editor. 



ON ABANDONING HIS WOUNDED 
HORSE 



Oh, most loved and gallant steed. 
Safely have you borne me far 
Through the fire and bolts of war, 
Till now, wounded, your gay strength 
Can no longer bear me on. 

If I leave you thus alone, 

Do not think I am ungrateful : 

' Tis the soldier's duty bids me 

Thus to sacrifice all ties, 

And march onward ever fearless 

To defeat our haughty foe. 
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IN THE FIELD IN TIME OF WAR 



I had lost my way in the open field 

Where a lovely girl was gathering 

Violets under the smiling sun ; 

And I asked her to guide me home. . . . 

She nodded and pointed the way with 
her flowers 

Towards a spot where two gay butterflies 

Leisurely fluttered in the azure. 
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SAIGOH THE GREAT 



With but a single troop 

I've pierced through their strict siege 

After a bitter fight, 

Reached home, along the verge 

Of a precipice miles long: 

Now, with a broken sword 

And my good steed fallen dead, 

'Tis time for me also to go, 

And leave my weary bones 

To be bleached by the Autumn breezes 

Upon my native hills. 



Reproduced from " Poetry Review " by kind permission of the Editor. 
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GENERAL NOGI ON THE 
DARDANELLES 



Who said it was impossible to climb 

The steep sides of this frowning, cruel fort, 

This hill converted to a nameless terror .... 

Steel-clad and drenched in blood by warring 
hosts, 

That challenged us, impregnable and 
insurmountable ? 

The sight filled all our high-strung hearts 
with wonder 

And spurred them to a dauntless, deathless 
deed. 



RAI SANYOH 



Though out at elbow 

With half-bared legs, 

Shabbily clad, 

The sword we bear on our loins 

Is sharp enough to cut iron. 

If a man touches it 

Lo ! he falls ; 

If a horse approaches 

It pierces him through : 

At the age of eighteen we hurry 

To join " The League of Youth." 

Should the Northern Guest 

Dare to invade us, 

What shall we offer him ? 

Why, fire and bolt 

Are the gifts we'll bestow : 

Should he be displeased 

With our entertainment, 

Then we will give him 

Our dearest treasure .... 

Our precious swords, 

Slashing his skull. 

Reprinted from " Poetry Review " by kind permission of the Editor. 
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TO SERBIA 



Oh, thou of vaulting ambition ! 

Thy subtle and strong will 

Bends itself to humility 

In search of grandeur. 

As a translucent mountain -stream, 

Sprung from the distant glacier, 

Winds its ways through cumbering weeds 

And toils through lonely valleys, 

Gathering force as it goes, 

Until at length, a glorious flood, 

It joins, as an equal, the mighty ocean. 



Reproduced from " Khaki War Magazine " by kind permission of the Editor. 



To test my strength I long to grapple 
With tasks so tough they'd crush a hero. 
And all to expend my utmost force 
And strain each tight-taut nerve in battle. 



Reprinted from "The Daily Express " by kind permission of the Editor. 



IN THE INTERNMENT CAMP 



Lo ! e'en the bird 
Is winging home 
In eager longing 
To join her mate- 
While I, alas, 
Lie wingless here. 
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ON THE TOP OF MOUNT URAL 



A solitary stone but ten feet high 

Alone divides Asia from Europe : 

Thence the plains expand 

For hundreds of thousands of miles. 

Nought strange to be seen 

Save the drifting snow 

And the unbroken whiteness 

Of the whole landscape ! 

After ten days' journeying 

I enter the European Gate in triumph. 



Reprinted from " Poetry Review" by kind permission of the Editor. 
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PHILOSOPHIC 
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LET ME SAY MY SAY 



Evil-speakers, I leave you to your evil, 
Laugh, I leave you to your laughter. 
The Gods still know me ... . 
I seek no other knowers. 



Reprinted from " The Pall Mall Gazette," of November. 1914, 
by kind permission of the Editor. 
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TO SHAKESPEARE, THE GREATEST 
CONQUEROR OF ALL 



Magical, Myriad-minded ! 
Thy mighty pen 
Hath conquered all men 
Even to the remotest bounds 
Of our wide Earth. 



Reproduced from ' ' A Book of Homage to Shakespeare, ' ' Oxford University Pres 
by kind permission of the Editor. 
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BUDDHA SPEAKS 



I, Shaka-Muni, encompass thee round 

Like the life-giving ether, 

Making thee one with the All ... . 

No longer helpless and weak 

But immortal and mighty like Me. 

Seek not escape from thy lot, 
Strain not to the Mount of Fulfilment : 
For there, there is naught to be seen 
But cold, clammy clouds and an air 
Too thin for a mortal to breathe. 

Rather enjoy this wide Plain 
Through which we wander to-day, 
Aloof from hot love and deep joy, 
Free from the heat and the cold, 
And masters serene of all things. 

Thy Hope from Despair I retrieve thee, 
Thy Light from the Darkness I save : 
Once thou feel'st that thy Life springs afresh 
From an intimate Union with Me 
Thou art happy, contented, at rest. 
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APPRECIATION OF MY LIFE 



How everlastingly delightful 

It is for me to glide along 

The endless sea of this eventful world, 

Half-awake and half-adream .... 

Enchanted by its Beauty. 
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FUJI-YAMA 



Rejoicing Hermits climb upon this mighty 
peak above the clouds, 

The sacred Dragons older grow in this deep 
pool beyond the sky : 

The everlasting snow is white as the white 
silks of her I love ; 

Smoke drifts along the mountain-side as 
'twere her wafted veil ; 

While peerless Fuji's form recalls her white 
unfolded fan 

Reversed to the rejected Earth from the 
Far Eastern Sky. 
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ROLLING HOME FROM A PARTY 



As the flowers dance 
And the butterflies fly 
So this jolly old world 

Goes whirling by. 
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THE EXILE'S LAMENTATION 



I weep my fruitless wanderings 
Upon these alien shores : 
O empty hands, unlaurelled brows 
Poor gifts for those at home ! 
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THE CONSOLATION 



What of the pains of Yesterday ! 

Are they not gilded with the Gold of Hope ? 

As I think of To-morrow and Home- 
Returning, 

Caressed by my kin and gay and glad 

In my priceless brocaded Kimono. 
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O, Letters from Home ! 

You brim my eyes, 

And torture my heart, 

As you make me feel 

The dreary folly of my life here. 



I've no time to write 
To the friends at home, 
So fill'd are my days 
With these alien flow'rs. 
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However late the hour, 
However long the road, 
Let me but keep the way of Truth 
I cannot go astray. 



If you reach the end, 'tis well. 
If you fail to, do not fret. 
For the main thing, all the time, 
Is to tread the way of Truth. 
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DEFIANT JOY 



The world is endless, life is short. 

Though all this singing forest here 

Had coined its leaves to glittering gold 

'Twere valueless within the grave. 

Let misers hoard and rich men boast 

Their wealth and power, 

While we love life, our one sole life ! 

Defiant Freedom, flush our veins 

With bounding life, and fill our days, 

So swift and sweet, 

With thrilling pleasure wrung from Pain ! 

Thus clasping close our bright-eyed dears, 

And bathing in those wells of joy, 

We'll zestful taste each eager hour 

And drain the flying minutes dry. 



Reproduced from " Colour Magazine " by kind permission of the Editor. 
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TAKE THINGS EASY 



Check your haste and save your skin 
Strange sojourner at our inn. 
The hedge beckons you in vain 
Rushing wildly through the rain. 
Had you snuggled near the birds, 
Listening to their merry words, 
Soon the shower had passed away 
With promise of a sunny day. 
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DREAMS 



Slowly the last lights drop 
Across the tender lawn : 
I alone am asleep 
Of all the whirling world, 
Here with the sinking sun. 

The cuckoo cries from afar, 
The cherry blossoms smile : 
And I alone dream on 
The sweet dreams which I know 
My heart will ne'er forget. 

The reddening beams of the sun 
To pale dimness fade : 
Dear Heart, when I am forgotten 
And passed away as a shade .... 
Pity my dreams on the tender grass. 
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BEAUTY LOVELIER FOR ECLIPSE 



The moon with delight 
Sees the rain-laden clouds 
That eclipsed her beauty 
Chased off by the wind, 
Whose wrath dismayed 
The tremulous flowers. 

Oh, lovely moon 
And beauteous flowers, 
Console yourselves 
For terrors past : 
The fears aroused 
By jealous clouds 
And raging winds 
But make you lovelier 
In our eyes. 
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SINCERITY 



If we only hold the Truth 
Surely all the Gods will guard us. 
Without other form of prayer. 
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TRUE FRIENDSHIP 



It is only in misery 
When tears dim our eyes, 
That our true friend throws open 
His deep heart of hearts. 
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Our world, though transient, 

Unloved of many, 

Yet is a mirror, bright and clear. 

Laugh at it gaily, 

'Twill smile back brightly .... 

Boldly laugh, 'twill reverberate joy 

Ringing new changes 

'Twixt Earth and Heaven. 

Earth, 'neath the smile 

Of the fervent Sun-Goddess, 

Converts into flowers 

Her glowing lights, 

Makes the barren moor 

A lovely home for happy living. 

Even in the city 

Vainglorious fashion 

Smiles, beckoning the future, 

Conjures down fortune 

On smiling faces, 

With faith in its coming. 

For smiles beget beauty, < 

Happiness, health, 
And wealth in abundance .... 
And serve as a passport 
Through barbarous lands. 
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TOMBS UNVISITED SAVE BY 
CREEPING WEEDS 



Six and twenty centuries now have gone . 

Gone for ever like a flood, 

Since Shaka-Muni first appeared, 

Preaching Love to all his kin. 

Countless millions, like the sands 

On the endless ocean shores, 

Boast their short-lived wealth or fame. 

Fools and heroes all are gone, 
Vanished like the drifting smoke, 
Leaving only whitening bones 

To fill long-forgotten tombs. 

Alas, this fleeting world of ours .... 

Why cling we to it in our grief? 
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BEAUTY OF SILENCE 



Talents betray us. 

Vain is debate now. 

Silence is best ! 

Throned in its beauty, 

It breathes from our green hills 

And glows in our flowers. 
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THE WORLD-WEARY 



I lingered long by the sea 
Where the world so loves to be, 
But the tireless waves' monotony 
A weary burden was to me. 

To escape the tedious sound 

To the lonely hills I fled ; 

But only to find that waves and wind 

Haunt all men but the dead. 

For far more tedious still 
In the heart of the lonely hill 
Was the tune the wild wind played 
On the harp of the soaring pines. 
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PEACE 

As waters war with fire 

And light with darkness fights, 

So nation wars with nation .... 

Man with man. 

Where, Oh, where is Peace? 

I sought Her in the Palace 
Where the Sceptre dictates Peace ; 
But 'neath the royal purple robes 
Found only Hate and Malice. 

Abashed I turned away 

And sadly sought Her mid the tombs. 

There, shelter'd in deep woods, I thought, 

She will at length enjoy Repose 

With all those silent Saints embowered 

In their last Bed o'ergrown with flowers. 

But even there the Searching Eye, 

Which pierced that Sod 

With horrible Corruption rife, 

Saw Worms warring for Our Flesh : 

War to the end, 

War, ever War. 

Sweet Peace, who lives but in our dreams, 
Then spread Her azure wings and fled 
And soon dissolved into the Blue. 
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THE SMILE AS THE MASK OF THE 
JAPANESE HEART 



Although outwardly tranquil like waterfowl 

That seem to glide motionless o'er the still 
lake 

Yet have hidden feet working incessantly, 

So, too, the mask of the Japanese heart 

Veils hundreds of gnawing anxieties. 
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A ROHNIN'S LIFE 



Honour and shame I drown 

In full cups of "sake," 

Heaven and Earth defy 

With an indifferent smile : 

Wandering to and fro, 

Now to the East, to the West, 

And then to the North and South . . . 

But ever careless of all. 



Reprinted from " Colour Magazine " by kind permission of the Editor. 
122 



KOMAI TO HIMSELF IN LONDON 



I, Japanese that I am, 

Have come here to study Japan, 

For I see it best from afar, 

As you English see England dearest 

Across the sundering seas. 

From Hampstead Heath is revealed 

Most clearly beloved Fuji : 

The cherry-blossom at Kew 

Is still our " sakura " to me : 

So all people and things are still to me 
Japanese, 

Since I see them through Nippon eyes. 



Reprinted from " The Daily Express " by kind permission of the Editor. 
123 



* 4- 



m 



& 



M 



3c 



:5t 



i 



4? 



fflt 



124 



JK 



z 




z 



